FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
guard. On the flags of the courtyard thousands of coloured
squares were drying in the sun. They were the bank-notes of
the Tungan Republic. Squatting youths were arranging
them in bundles of a hundred. Inside, behind the paper
windows, in rooms where the atmosphere was alcoholic with
the exhalations from the colours, men went on indefatigably
printing notes on mulberry-bark paper with blue, black, red
and green stamps. The director told us they had been
turning out some thirty thousand a day for a year past, but
he added that it was not enough; they needed as many more
again. These were the notes we had received in bundles in
exchange for a few dollars—one would need a suitcase to
carry all there were—and we were never to discover their
value, for it changed unceasingly. In the heart of Asia, even,
inflation had appeared and its whole train of consequences as
well.
The arsenal was housed in several miserable buildings. A
pale, sympathetic young man saw us passing along the street
and invited us in. There was less activity than at the mint.
A dozen Chinese cannon painted green and blue, with some
shell-cases similarly painted, were displayed in line in an
exhibition hall. Further along, gun carriages were being
made. Moulds used in making grenades were ranged along a
courtyard and girls were busy taking rifles to pieces. Over a
bowl of tea, the charming young man told us that there was
no shortage of munitions. He seemed glad to have a talk with
strangers who had come from distant Kansu. It was his
native province. And we had the greatest difficulty in pre-
venting him from ordering soup for us. I loved his innate
ease and graciousness of manner, truly Chinese qualities
which one is always coming upon and which add so much to
the charm of travel in China.
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